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father, I'll be calm. (To him.) Mr Marlow, your servant. I'm your very humble servant. [Bowing low.
Marlow. Sir, your humble servant. (Aside.) What's to be the wonder now ?
Hard. I believe, sir, you must be sensible, sir, that no man alive ought to be more welcome than your father's son, sir. I hope you think so?
Marlow. I do, from my soul, sir. I don't want much entreaty. I generally make my father's son welcome wherever he goes.
Hard. I believe you do, from my soul, sir. But though I say nothing to your own conduct, that of your servants is insufferable. Their manner of drinking is setting a very bad example in this house, I assure you.
Marlow. I protest, my very good sir, that's no fault of mine. If they don't drink as they ought they are to blame. I ordered them not to spare the cellar. I did, I assure you. (To the side scene.) Here, let one of my servants come up. (To him.) My positive directions were, that as I did not drink myself, they should make up for my deficiencies below.
Hard. Then they had your orders for what they do! I'm satisfied!
Marlow. They had, I assure you. You shall hear from one of themselves.
Enter SERVANT, drunk
Marlow. You, Jeremy! Gome forward, sirrah! What were my orders? Were you not told to drink freely, and call for what you thought fit, for the good of the house?
Hard. (Aside.) I begin to lose my patience.
Jeremy. (Staggering forward.) Please your honour, liberty and Fleet Street for ever! Though I'm but a servant, I'm as good as another man. I'll drink for no man before supper, sir, dammy! Good liquor will sit upon